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I. Stoned 


He inherited the E from the two stooges 

at the Main Line Art Center, who considered 
themselves hipsters— as the pill kicks in, 

he feels himself on a magic carpet above 

Horsham, even as he sees from his seventh floor 
window someone send a ticochet in his direction— 


(“I’m here on the sidewalk, if I need to be where 
you are, its because I’ve seen the light about, y’ know, 
how to express yourself and stuff...”’) 


Yeah, I acknowledge you, but who cares, 

I levitate above these things (the last one, 
saved up for years later, astonishes even him 
as to how far you can “queer up” a simple, 

ot complex, love poem, and the poem begins, 


“As the Septa station, plucked out from a million 
iron-fields, ghettoes, coal-mines, arose like a sprung 
moon in my brain, I took note of where you would 
be on a night like this (fervent funneling of 


resources, your pills in a cupboard marked “us”’), 
decided to grasp up your ass in the most tactile 
way possible, so that whatever dreams of me 

you might have could arise unimpeded by larceny, 
murderous impulses...” 


Ry can’t take the thing further, 

except to admit he’s already half in Bryn Mawr, 

standing erect in a formation he only half understands, 
other parts erect from pure longing, and E’s magic 

carpet unstained by lecherous desires to do or dominate— 


II. Snailed 
Marshall, 


It’s with a certain amount of vehemence that I send you the new work, including the three 
enclosed. You of all people have to understand how fractured, how divided I am (seeing what 
circumstances allow me to publish now), and perhaps offer me a little compassion. What gets said at 
the Center can’t matter, for these and other reasons. Not that I’m not happy to contribute. And, as 
you know, that’s the kind of fag I am. So, from Horsham on out, here we go: “Iron-fields” does a 
dance with Breton and the Surrealists that’s pretty overt. The proof is in the pudding and the 
difference that’s a “differance” is that the queerness of the narrator is also pretty overt. This is what 
I eventually want credit for— taking impulses like Breton/Surrealist ones and melding them with 
Americanized versions of queerness. Your boys— Ashbery, O’Hara, and the rest— don’t really do 
that task the right way, or are half-assed about it. This is writing “outside the box,” and “Collateral” 
and “One Way Aubrey,” the two minor ones here, extend the reach of a textual game that (without 
being unduly defensive) I happen to be playing for keeps. The next time we get wasted at the Center, 
try to understand that my “hang loose” persona is a mask (as yours must be too), and I mean it 
about the fags there but there’s a serious purpose to my life and my writing that can’t express itself. 
The work I’m sending out to the usual troughs doesn’t count, even if it scores (which it sometimes 
does). So, in a very real way, you’re the only one who gets to see the actual me. 

Now, a little fun— if you put Malcolm next to me next time, you'll get the reward you're 
looking for. If you butter the bread the right way, you'll get a double share (somebody has to, as I’ve 
arranged). Make sure there’s no action over us and you'll win my love forever. And be a sweetheart 
and make sure the Jeremy group can’t stay more than half an hour. 

Good luck with your own submissions. Pll put in a good word for you with Steve and that 
gang. Send me anything. 

XO, 

Ry 


III. Slipped 


“Ry we like right now. How far he gets 
is not really our decision. The boys 
in Boston like him too. There’s only 
one problem, as we see it, with Ry— 
he takes the fagelah stuff too far. 
What’s that place called, where he 
hangs out? Main Line what? 

Yeah, too freaky, too cranky, too 
fagey. We'll point him in a new 
direction, then we'll get back to ya. 
Cheers.” 


Group e-mail, sent from villanova.edu— 


“Villanova’s Gold Press Reading Series 
is proud to present 

Ry Mullen and Marshall Jacobs 
reading in Foster Lounge 

on Friday, September 2, 7: 30 p.m.” 


(Ry corrects the e-mail in his mind to read “bios unavailable’) 


Marshall and Ry both got a PEW grant 

Marshall never said anything to Ry about it 
Marshall didn’t appear then to have any extra money 
Marshall wouldn't guess what Ry got 

Marshall, can we be candid? 


IV. What the shrink said 


S: So, ’m to understand— you feel fractured about your life, and you don’t see any way out in any 
direction. Correct? 


R: (calmly, but with a subtext of anger) That’s right. The circumstances of my life are not conducive 
to anything but ruses and deception. But I want it to be understood (and I’m paying you, so it must 
be understood)— the hardest part for me is that I can’t see myself as sympathetic anymore. I ask 
those around me for compassion, yet I don’t think I deserve it. Main Line Arts Center is a graveyard 
for fags, and I’m a big fish in a small pond. I have power there, and I abuse it. That’s why, about 
writing and other key issues, ’ve become a joke to myself. 


S: Can you attribute the circumstances of your life to anything you’re doing wrong? 

R: Yeah— I pander to my own facility for jive-talking bullshit. Why I bother to publish garbage is 
because I can— I jive-talked my way into it. My position at the Arts Center is another one I jive- 
talked my way into. And ultimately, as I said, I do it because I can. 

S: You feel you can’t control this tendency? 

R: Very, very difficult. The terms of my upbringing were very stringent— you either talk your way 
out of deprivation, or you stay deprived. I was raised by evasive people to be evasive. And my father 
was a salesman and talked for a living. His stance before me was “What’ve you got to sell me, Ry?” 
S: But you don’t have to be a salesman now if you don’t want to. 

R: I suppose I don’t. Yet the compulsion to do it is there. That’s why I like the Surrealists— they’re 
selling you a very specific version of reality. What I write is what I sell. And no one gets to know 
where my money comes from. 


S: Is that something you want to share? 


R: No. But here’s what I want to know— if you’ve reached a point in your life where you can’t like 
yourself, how do you get back on the road to liking yourself again? Where do you even start? 


S: That’s a tough one. If everything in your life is a compromise away from having the integrity you 
want to have, that’s tough. You can at least give yourself credit for knowing the truth about yourself. 


R: Right, right. But you’re not gay or bi, so you can’t know what that means to someone like me. 
Queers feel like fuck-ups in the world, because they’re made to feel like fuck-ups in the world. The 
sense of being broken is a deep one. 


S: Okay. Fair enough. But you take the issue seriously. You don’t evade it. 
R: Not enough, not enough. When you look at yourself and there are no answers, and no answers 


possible, that’s how you get trapped in the maze I’m in now. And I cope by trying to be a successful 
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salesman in the world, in any way possible. When I sell, I win. 

S: But you don’t win. Isn’t that the point? The sense of winning is a superficial one. 

R: Yeah, yeah. And the word “superficial” hurts, because that’s what Pve bothered to settle for. 
People don’t like to admit it, but that’s what being queer is all about. You don’t get deep, you just 
stay on the surface and make the best of it. 

S: But you're here. 

R: Yeah, right. And I suppose that means something, but ’m not sure what yet. 


S: You have the capacity to self-reflect, right? 


R: Yeah. But I lose that capacity on the sales floor. 


V. Scrawled 
“The face on the clock” 


has dimples angled against obsession. 
red rivers run through it, red clouds 
burst beneath it, ’m standing against 
time itself, no balloons but rhythms 
aimed against it, then you 


i said it then, to you, i 

meant for you to understand the way 
i feel, deep into winter’s dusk, as 
matter changes form inconsequently, 
desperation dire as drunken dreams 


the face on the clock is more green 
then it seems. 

how so 
how so is when i open the window 


onto all that faces past the clock 
not run askance, or gone behind, our mind— 


tick (tick) tick 


